
{The mojl lamentable Tragedie ' 

Nur. O lamentable day/ 

tMo. O wofull time/ 

Fa. Death thathath tane her hece to make me waite 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me (peake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie. 

Fri. Com is the Bride ready to go to Church* 

Fa. Ready to go but neuer to rcturnc. 

O fonnc,the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wife.there flie lies. 

Flower as Hie was,deflowred by him, 

Death is my l'onne in law, death is my heire, 

My daughter he hath wcdded.I will die. 

And leaue him all li fe liuing,al 1 is deaths. 

Par. Haue I thought louc to fee this mornings face. 

And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurftjvnhappie, wretched hatefull day. 

Mod miferable houre that ere time faw. 

In lading labour of his Pilgrimage, 

But one poore one, one poore and louing child, 

But one thing to reioyce and folace in, 

And cfuell death bath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo.O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Mod lamentable day, mod wofullday 
That euer, cuer,I did yet bedold. 

O day,0 day,0 day,0 hateful! day, 

Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day ,0 wofull day. 

‘Far. Beguild.diuorced, wronged, fpighted .flaine^ 

Mod dctcdable death, by thee br guild, 

By cruel l,.cruell, thee quite ouerthrownc, 

O loue,0 life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde didrefied. hated, m;:rtird,kikl 3 
Vncomfortable time.- why canid thou now, 

To murthewnurthtfr, our fpfemnitief 
O childe,0 childe,my foule and not my childe, 

D ead art thou, alacke mv child- is dead, 

And with my child my loves are buried. 

Fri, Peace- 


oj Borneo and Juliet. 

Tri Peace ho for ffiame,confufions care liues not, 

Tn thefc confufions heauen and your felfe 
Had part in this faire maide,now heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maid: 

Your par t in her, you could not keepe from death, 

But heauen keepes his partin eternall life. 

The mod vou fought was her promotion, 
for twas your heauen flic Chould beaduand, 
Andweepeyenow, feeing die isaduanlt 
Abouc the Cloudes,as high as heauen it felfe. 

O in this loue, you loue your child fo ill. 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well. 

Shees not well married, that liues married long, 

But Ihecs bed married, that dies married young. 

Drie vp your tearcs,and dick your Rofemane 
On this faire Coarfc,and as the cuftomc is, 

And in her bed array beare her to Church: 

For though feme nature bids vs all lament, 

Yetnatures tearesarereafons merriment. 

Fa. All things thatwe ordained reltiuaii, 

Turne from their office to black Funerall. 

Ourindrumentsto melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad burial! tcatt: 

Our folemne himnes to fullen dyrges change : 

Our Bridall flowers feme for a buried Coarie: 

And all things change them to the contrane. 

Fri. Sir go you in, and Madam go with him. 

And go fir A*™, cutty one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her grauej 
The heauens do lowre vpon you for feme ill: 

Moue them no more, by eroding their high wil . 

JFxeunt maneU 

Muji. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honed goodfellowes,ah put vp, put vp, 

For well you know', this is a pinfull cafe. ( 

Fid. I my my troath,the cafe may be amended. ^ 
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